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NA 


He snuck onto the bus before anybody else and quickly switched his pillow with Dave's. He threw it into his 


bunck and then dove into the lounge as he heard voices and footsteps of the others boarding. 


"Where have you guys been?" Taylor called as he hurried to open his magazine and pretend to be engrossed in 
an article. 


Dave poked his head in and looked at Taylor. "What's with you?" 

"Nothing!" He was too quick to answer. His voice was ten octaves higher than usual. 
Dave started to leave when he stopped and scrutinized the drummer again 
"What?" Taylor nervously giggled. 

"What did you do?" 


"Nothing!" He repeated. 


"You're full of shit, Hawkins” 
‘Im not!" Taylor threw the magazine at Dave, who picked it up. 

"Newsweek, T? Really?" 

"| read Newsweek all the time." Taylor said with a squared jaw and lift to his chin 
"Sure you do. 


He stood and brushed past Dave. "Fuck you, too," He grumbled but gave the other a gentle shove, letting Dave 
know he was kidding. 


Taylor climbed into his bunk and pulled the curtain closed. He curled up with the pillow pressed to his face and 
inhaled. Dave's scent coursed through his veins. While he could hear Dave's voice and the others still moving 
around, Taylor slowly moved the pillow between his knees as he rolled to face the wall. He focused on Dave's 


voice, closing his eyes, and letting a scene unfold in his imagination 


Dave was hot and sweaty when he wrapped an arm around Taylor's back. He pulled him close while he and the 
rest of the band took their bows at the end of the runway. While Taylor wound one arm around Dave, he focused 


on the screaming throng of fans. Stil, he reveled in the other mans damp shirt and the musky scent of his sweat 
Taylor's hips rolled as he dove deeper into the fantasy. 


He could feel Dave's arm against his back, warm and damp. The heady aroma of the older man's sweat and 
deodorant was intoxicating to Taylor. He turned and smiled at Dave, leaning in closer to yell into his ear, "Great 


show, buddy!" Then Taylor inhaled that delicious scent. 


Taylor softly groaned as he reached for this shorts and pushed at the waistband. He wriggled around in the 
bunk, pushing them down just enough to take his cock out. Taylor pushed it against the pillow as he realized 
the bus was now quiet. The others must have gone to bed, too. Rolling over onto his stomach, Taylor folded 
the pillow in half and pushed it under his hips. He imagined following Dave into the shower and watching him pull 
his sweaty clothes off. 


He watched every muscle in Dave's back flex and nipple with each movement he made. When Dave stood under 


the stream of hot water and raised his hands fo his hair, closing his eyes and parting his lps, Taylor moaned 


He drove himself into the pillow, sliding his cock into the fold. Taylor rose up on his elbows and rocked his hips. 
He couldn't stop the soft whisper of Dave's name escaping his lips. 


h the shower, Taylor approached Dave, quietly slipping behind him and taking the shampoo from the shelf. At first, 
the older man was startled, but Taylor pushed his hard cock against Dave's ass as he lathered his hair. Dave sighed, 


even pushed himself back, against Taylor. He groaned again and thrust himself against Dave. Taylor sighed the 


other's name. 
He arched his back and pumped his hips, pushing his cock into the pillow and slowly drawing it back out. 


Taylor rinsed the shampoo out of Dave's hair and picked up the bar of soap. Taking his time, he ran the soap in one 
hand and his other, bare hand over every inch of Dave's skin, occasionally following them with gentle kisses and 
licks. Dave watched him with lidded, lusty eyes. He purred and moaned Taylor's name. Taylor responded in kind. 
When he reached Dave's chest, Taylor looked up, into the other man's eyes 


He lowered his mouth to the mattress and made out with it, kissing it with parted lips. Taylor spread his legs 


wider and pushed the pillow down some, driving his cock into it. 


They kissed under the steady shower of hot water for a long time. Taylor wound an arm around Dave's back while 
Dave's hands rested on Taylor's hps. He used his free hand to wrap around his cock and Dave's hard cock and 
Taylor jerked them both Hs wet hand slid easily over their hard, wet flesh He groaned against Dave's mouth, 
plunging his tongue deep and lapping at Dave's tongue. Dave's strong fingers dug into his skin as the older man pulled 
him closer. He grew louder, calling out fo his lover as he pumped harder and faster, driving them both to orgasm. 
Dave's arm now snaked around Taylor's back while his other hand closed around Taylor's and squeezed, urging him 
fo stroke them harder. He snapped his hips forward and spilled his come onto Taylor's stomach, which also triggered 
the drummer's orgasm. Taylor growled Dave's name as his hips bucked and he came against Dave. 


Taylor bit down on his bottom lip after he came into his hand. He turned over onto his back, pushing the pillow 
out of the way. Taylor brought his fingers to his mouth and licked them clean. Afterward, he let his head fall 
back with a long sigh, allowing his body to melt against the bunk. 


Beneath him, Dave stared at the bunk above him, trying to make sense of what just happened. Taylor had 
definitely jerked off, thinking about him, calling out his name. He was alarmed at how aroused it made him. Even 
more alarmed when he jerked himself off, listening, and climaxing at nearly the same time as Taylor. He quickly 
pulled his shorts back up and cleaned off his hand before turning onto his side and pushing his face into the 
pillow. He inhaled and, catching a whiff of its scent, Dave lifted his head to look at it for a second. It smelled 
just like Taylor. 


